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Tribute 


Author's Notes: 
This is my tribute to the best drummer to ever walk (more like stomp) on Earth, John Henry Bonham. RIP 
Bonzo. :( 


Today's date is 25th September, 198l. 


The leaves are starting to get golden, which means summer is bidding us farewell. We've got a lovely weather 
today anyhow. Warm sunlight creeps in from between the trees we stand beneath, as a cool breeze gently 

sweeps past my ears. But instead of chatting meaninglessly on the weather as we English always do, we stare 
blankly at a headstone. Three bouquets of flowers are placed in front of it: one from Jimmy, one from Jonesy 


and one from me. The headstone reads: 


"CHERISHED MEMORIES OF A LOVING HUSBAND AND FATHER JOHN HENRY BONHAM WHO DIED SEPT. 25th 1980 
AGED 32 YEARS He will always be Remembered in our hearts. Goodnight my Love, God Bless." 


Today is Bonzo's first death anniversary. 


"l'm gonna wait in the car, do you mind?" Jonesy mutters. 
"Yeah, sure" | give him approval, even though he needn't ask for our permission. 


| hear his footsteps crunching on the grass, slowly fading away. He probably went back to the car to cry his 
heart out, too shy to do it in front of us. | don't mind, he does need some kind of release. He and Bonzo had an 
amazing chemistry, different from the one | have with Pagey. He might not say it out loud, but he holds a 


sanctuary in his heart for Bonzo. 


| admired both of them a lot. | still admire Jonesy as a musician. There's something phenomenal about him, | 
wonder why he's so underrated. He and Bonzo were the backbone of our band. Without them, there wouldn't be 
any Led Zeppelin. | remember him at the funeral, he rested his head on Mo's shoulder the whole time, crying. 


I'd never seen him cry before that, and ever since. 


| now stand beside the most important person in my life silently, staring at the headstone as before. It was 
heartbreaking for both of us, but whenever | look at Jimmy after it happened, | think he's the saddest person 
in the whole world. | want to move on, but it's not easy. Jimmy's even worse, he still cries in his sleep 


sometimes. Heck, he doesn't even touch his guitars. 


Pagey's someone who never wants to display his innermost emotions publicly. Maybe that's why I've hardly 
seen him cry. Well, before Bonzo died at least. He didn't cry when he found the man dead, nor did he shed a 
tear at the funeral. He just went dead silent. | did most of the crying, he'd hold me in his arms until | was 


alright, but never said a word. 


The floodgates finally opened on the day we disbanded. | clearly remember the date. It was the 4th of 
December, 1980. Jimmy didn't utter a word while we were announcing our disbandment, not even when | drove 
him back to our house at Windsor, where Bonzo passed away. I'd hardly locked the door once we were inside, 


when he started bawling in my chest. 


| had never seen Jimmy cry before, although he did shed a few tears of joy the first time | confessed my 
love for him and asked him to be my boyfriend That's all I'd seen of his tears before that day. He cried louder 
than a small child would, it's the only way | can explain how he cried. It's almost indescribable. He told me that 
he didn't believe Zeppelin was over again and again as | cuddled him. The band was what he lived for, he felt as 
if his life was snatched away from him. | couldn't find any words to comfort him. As a result, we cried for the 


whole night. 
"Can you believe it?" Jimmy asks. | lift my head to look at him. His eyes are still on the headstone. 
"An entire year since." He can't say the word, but | get his point, "And it feels like only today it happened." 


| gently squeeze his hand to let him know that l'm still here. 


"You miss him, Perce?" 

"Every day." | whisper. There's a lump building up in my throat. 

"Me, too. But you seem very strong to hold it in. | wish | could be as strong as you." He grasps my hand 
tighter, "It still makes me so sad! It must be bloody annoying to you when | cry in my sleep and you wake up 
and.." He can't hold it back any longer, he starts weeping. 

"Shhh, its okay." | stroke his hair as he rests his head on my shoulder. 

"Don't cry, sweetheart. Bonzo would want you To smile. He'd want all of us to smile. Have you ever seen him 
cry, hmm?" | coo at him, wiping his tears away. | force a weak smile on my lips. I'm sure that's what the most 
cheerful man | ever knew would want. Jimmy looks at me with sad eyes, seeing him like that breaks my heart. 
"Come on, Pagey! Smile! Smile for Bonzo!" 

Jimmy's lips slowly curl upwards. He doesn't know how sweet he looks when he smiles. Maybe from the clouds, 
Bonzo's laughing his arse off seeing us like this. | chuckle as | picture that scenario. Shit, | feel good. Maybe | 
should think of more situations where my best friend would roar in laughter from the clouds. 


"Let's go back to the car, love. Jonesy's waiting for us." 


"Wait," Jimmy reaches into the inner pockets of his trench coat and brings out a pair of drumsticks, "I 
brought him something.” 


"Where did you get those from?" 

"These were his. He brought these when he crashed at our place that day when. I've kept them since. | want 
to give them back to him." He bends down to prop the drumsticks up against the headstone. | feel my eyes well 
up with tears. 

"Done. Let's go." He takes my hand and walks away from Bonzo. 

We reminisce about Bonzo on our way to Pat's place, something we never did since he died. To be honest, we 
feel a lot better. Now we can think of him without bursting in tears. We've learnt to cherish the moments we 
shared with him, because they're worth cherishing, each and every one of them. 

"Remember that time when he ran down the hallway with a motorbike?" Jonesy says while giggling. 


"That was in the Riot House, right?" | ask 


"| can't remember, but we should write them a strongly-worded apology for all that shit." Jimmy said, which 
made all of us burst out into laughing. Maybe Bonzo's laughing, too. 


At last, we arrive at our destination. | can't help but feel amazed when Pat greets us with a warm, sincere 
smile. She's so strong, raising her two kids all by herself. Despite all that sorrow, that sweet smile never 
leaves her lips. Something even | find hard to do. At the funeral she was the one who consoled me, whereas it 


was my duty to comfort her. 


Jason and Zoé are just as strong as their mother. They jump on me when Pat calls them, making me almost 
fall off my chair. We sit around, doing the same thing we did in the car, talking about Bonzo. This time Pat and 
the kids join us, sharing their own stories with us. | think about Bonzo, who's most probably smiling down at us. 


| instinctively let myself smile at the thought. 


We love you, Bonzo. We really do. 


